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D’Annunzio Reappears
Poet’s Latest Book hidaes

caretully and not shown 1o

any one. The book is dedicated to his

. . . mothe and the picture of his old
ertten 1n Hospltal home near Pescara and his mother's
care for him and her tenderness to

O hook has been awaited In ré-| gee that the fire was alight all night
cent vears by the Ttalinns with | are infinitely touching and will com-

N

such curiosity as *“The Noce | pare with the best pages that the poet

5 has ever written,
tarne,” by Gabrielle ' Annunzio, which Soma of the deseriptions ot ingis
has just been Issued in Rome.  For | gents of the war are stupendous. In
five years, with the exception of many | his  delirium  these mis  through
prose compositions of a polemicnl and | which he passed wer conjured up
polltical character on the war, the|again within his ban Wl eyes. A

peace, the polleles of the Powers and | great rald was to be carried out on
of @ literary character | the Dalmatian coast. The night be-
1 from the pen of the lead- | fore his pilot in a trial flight crashed

nothi
hos fppesr

Italy,

Itulinn poct and prose writer, | into the sea and was drowned. D'An-
effusions, while in his always | nunzio, who was saved, watched his
splendid style, were intended, as he | body throughout the night. He de-
stated In them, as propagunda and | seribes all the little detalls of the |
lnstification ‘for hig various actions, | placing of the body in the coffin, the
s Inst hook, *Leda Without the | journey across the lugoon to the
Swan,” was published jn 1916, but its | jsland of the dead and the final burial
' % to have been over- |, all this with infinite grm-r-.|
whelmed by the war, as was its in- | Another night when sleep would not
terest 1o the public In reality the | come to him he feels the bed rocking
warrior first, and afterward the rebel, | like the double wings of an airplane
had excluded at A sight DPAnnunzio | between sky and water., To get a |
from his roal role as Htterateur. That | whiff of the fresh air of the Adriatie |
his wus not actually the case is seen | he opens his mouth, but no relief
L the history of “Nocturne,” the comes. At the end of the bed without
arger portion of which was written | his mask and pilot's cap he sees the
ihrough those dreadtul months when | fuce of his pllot, Alfredo Barbleri, and
I wis tied @ prisoner to bis bed with | there follows the pieture of the raid
the  possibility  of completely  losing | on Lubiana, In which D'Annunzio wus
t it to have taken pari but at the last
Nocturne™ not, thercfore, & | minute was substituted by another.

| i
et wir book, the renewal of his ac- | Barbleri was Killed with the pilo:
tive literary Hle after the violences of | «“Time after tifhe, all the passions of

Wl Its conception and scheme were ' 511 the times sweep across my band-
entfmporary with the battles, and it | gged eyes, Innumerable like the hot

bullt on them and drows its e | gand through the clinched fist, But
doud from them.  The hook, to quote | 1 recognize them, Are not these the

v phiase of D'Annunzlo’s referring . o | mad days of May, of the evenlng al

lis companfons who came to his bed- | the Capitol? TForme fitting. shriek
siae to bring bim  notices of the|jne +
PROET of pvents. “smolls of battle as All the visions of his past e pags
1Y Imh'hul-r lll";‘l.“ of blood and n hars | e those eyes: the music of Bee-
""“T,"‘r of hay. thoven, IPrescobaldi, Scriabine. Paris
Wounded us ihie result of dn avhit- | pgonpde, and remembrances of his ex-
tion inclident |I||J'l.1|-. the war iml!.'!‘l."" on the- Atlantic coast near Car-
he run the risk of lesing his eyvesight | cachon. A flower culled by the Cathe-

completely, and to avold this he was
ordered to lie immovable and in com-
plete  darkness I have the eyes

dral of Pisa, a night ride In the desert
near Calro, a torpedo boat raid under
| Plero Orgini and a visit to the Moro-

bandaged. 1 am flat in bed, with my :
back immovable, with my head a little I gini Isle with its big naval guu‘;s. “me

lower than my fest. 1 raise slightly | of the finest phantasms fe that of |
the knees to incline the board which | holy week. “It is holy Friday, it is
Is placed there. I write on a narrow the birthday of Rome, All those who |

slip of paper with raised lines. 1 have | Aro dead in battle, all have given their

hetween the fngers a pencil. The
thumb and middle finger of the right
hand, resting on the line of the sheet

lHvea as the price of the world,

battle, all give their pains as the price

makes It run along as the words are | of the world. All those who tike their | e ; s planty of wisdom “At this period, and during the
written. I fesl with the flange of the | share. fight and dle in this most just |tosether.” There is plen "‘ s | greater part of hig life, whan e was
lttle finger the lire underneath and | war, all shave and fight and die for here, of the kind II“LI-'““-I].'P !':t-]';l'. in the studio at work. Whistler looked
this acts for me as a4 guide to keep | the price of the world” Tut con by experience. And !F_m“ I8 Fight 1 not unilke an old fashione]l American
the direction, The elbows are held | valescence has begun, and the work gmphazing the need foi mt_.ﬂ_\ u"%omw’_“ harkeeper because he wore o win
firm u nst my flanks, I try to give | was completed for what Jittle re- | to such tralning to meet world. compe- waisteoat with sleeves which all by
the movement of my hunds an extreme | mained later titlon: ieepers nsed to wear, and 0 ecanse
lightness in order that their play shall This history of the writing of the| ‘“We are going to have to Mght in ne had the thick curly tir which
not go beyond the pulse, thai 1o shud- | hagk [ not to be found ns might be | the immediate future not only our ene- many of them cultiy sted, They juzgled
ey may reach the bandaged head. 1| ynocted at the beginning of the hook, | mies but ow alllex, and they arc with glasses, o lost art.”
col in my att'tude the righdlty of an | ¢ s placed at the end. The con- trained oraftsmen, and unless we are Rut this is not a mere record of e
Fgyptinn seribe carved in busalt. The | o0 ore qivided into two parts which | prepared to take up nationally the ternuls, Here is Whistler, the honest
oom is free from ony lght. 1 write | Lo’ anad by the author “Offerings.” | teaching of the graphic arts and the worker, always lenrn'ng
I the darkness, T trnce my sign: T '_\ SINCLATR MOOLEY. |.u||[nllu-|l irts and the industrial arts our (LRt — Y “TBut he knew Whistler preforvod to
in the night, which is solid against R E . s ; =
my ribs like @ nailed board.” In this | == e e e o —— i b P T - ——
manner was this extraordinary bos
written, Homer and Milton were hlingd, “N. ‘?”
but surely this |8 the first time that 'letZSC e Or C Open auer un ere
t hook has been written onder such ®
condition ' ¢ Rt Vel b, ol . . . b . -
. : . p inag | VARIATIONS By T Iuneker. s wpondence of about three years before | volr, Philadelphin, Duse, Kmerson, Max [ among  wrilers—oc8tisy From  his
'\"“”T'f'"‘"‘“ he places on the first| © ‘0 i, g A, I ever lald eyes on the greatest liter- | @urner, Willlam Penn and heaven | pen there came a frenzy-—a frenzy of
i‘.m.k-e‘|r|..:.l|';;l.. :{..:::‘ :::']I l,“q"'l,ll‘__,“':":‘, A Personal Tribute and ‘a Review,| ury maglelan that this country has yet | gnows what untll 7 o'clock in the| joy In his work that wus pagan. He
pirlt. Tt explaine the diserganized By BENJAMIN DE CASSERES. |produced niorning. We then both howed our thought and feit dithyrambleally. He
haracter of the weilk, which will be LOOK  on  my friendship—hboth T first saw him al the old Garden |heads in slumber on the table \rhlvhl Imr]:'! his seed and lm|'l';(a|-:lllh‘.‘l' by
found especially noticeable in the arbi vetual and epl=tolary- of twenty The ;T:1|>';|I an ”!”'"m“ jl!-rflu'nmn\'!' of ‘.‘_n:‘l.“.l.l‘, nr‘-(‘o-\‘:ﬁfi Lt:‘]lr?:l:r ml,'u: 1“: ”:‘:::;:l. m:mt";".::l”‘: i I“-..i| ,.:L ":._I
trary manner in which the ep 3 . 1 " cker as one of Zangwlill's plays—the name "f.’ Tack's” at | el PR o sticall . -) v o 1 o t II' r
s arranged.  From page to page | vears with Jiumes Hune which now escapes mo. T could not get From that time on I saw him quite | tistically, seemed to leave @ iradl o
the reader Nits as in 1o, Bizarre, | one of my most preclous and inspicing | 15 him between the nets a great deal and corresponded with | unearthly light behind him
nad conceptions pass by so rapldly | possessions, It wa= he who pro- 1t the great day—or night him Ml’"""" up to the day “E hi= final And withal he was tne most modest
and with so littles obvious ennjunction ‘ ced for me "Open Sesame'" bo- later. It was In sleep. i\heu he went to Iluul'ul'i' he of men—a man who ‘l“’ﬂ}'?{ seomed
that it would seem that they wers |DOURC® . g one Saturday night—and | would send me a postal {rom "\'”3'|nomou'lmt ashamed of his greatness,
aerial, with no existenca in consclence | fore the golden gates of European | ., o old Saturday nights in “Jack's” town he vislted. He always CAME | () il he wenr that mask of clownish-
ind without any apparent renson for | Mterature and art. I have never been | ware things ever to be rememberad. It | back with an Inexhaustible store of | pape that Nietzsche told every great
being recorded There is only one cen- | 40 the Continent of Burope—except | was ahout 1 o'clock Sunday morning.  anecdote. He seemed to have the eyes | pian to don when he went among the
tral iden and that =0 vague and lp=|_ Atally It wae James Huncker in|T was deep | my third or fourth of a fly—and n brain that was M| gwineherds and long cars? 1 put it
definite.. but it ia tn be found in ever :me 5] > i ” L soidel of Pllsncr—a beverage that was | camaora. s o question through sheer politencss
spifode, the brain of the sick man, |the opening yeurs of this century who| ‘v S o (hivie of Hesperus—when in | The last time 1 saw Huneker was| _gar 1 know what T know.
onstrocting with almost diabolical | was both CCook and Baedekor to me blew Huneker from Sixth avenue, lead- about a month before hia death., He Huneker loved homan natute with
wiftneas, a pietorial stroeture, which | Then there ware his eleetrie, dynamic , inz a erowd made up of “Billy" Glack- | was coming out of the Metropolitan the Nm:‘,- passion as -\\'|I1 \.\‘Ijl.lm'm
dlsappenrs, to reappear aguln in an= | oo hie eostatlc enthusinsm  before | eus, George Luks, Jrnest Lawson, Fer- | Opera  House He looked tired and I have btnnfi for lj{lll;rh: \\I|rh him w IIII il
ather form, which in ta turn crumbles | ., * 5 o0 1 joved, his carousing, toler- | dinand Sinsig and Frederick James [ bored, as indeed he was. We went to ]r-II:ﬂlllml to hu‘l(-n-i- tE, cibbies J...II. I
to pieces, and out of this mass of | .., ..,q vivid personality, his scholar- | Gregs a bar, where we drank near beer. His ];vr—llk'l’l. gamblers and porters. ]Ht'
ruine there hardly appears : ny splon- | o= o0 obscured by bis incan-|  Huneker had on & flaring red tie, a | remarks about prohibition ware all) .0 THGNE 0l sestviRinE it el
did mesthetic Mgure but in the rage deseent brilliancy—the perfeet unlon | perfectly fitting gray tailormade suit, | that a free born American’s should be hind rﬂ,m.'“_‘ “Optimism” and “pes-
.:nlh'nf'" n: the r\T‘ﬂ"".‘ and l"';”'"‘{““‘}i‘l‘ of heart and head, his arlstoeratie de- | and the radianee of his face—Olymplan although quite. quite unprintable, almism® were to him obuolate words,
]1-'::"!:::11'\‘ :rl\'-.lr‘nnlqnh:l'e::::nr;ahl‘:l.! :nl('nI.-_ mocracy, his  insatlable  pursult  of | and Aristophanic— dimmed the {nean- All of Jantes "lll!r-hl’:l"ﬂ worl jl"’-“'" Life was good because it was an ad-
e iy viirdatlon, hig swift and acu vl | descents, I"\!nz?:r_ltlnlﬁh in  Maodern  Music 10| yenture, Good and evil were nlso
The bhonle wam commencsd in 1014 | tlong of men and their product—all After he had got seated I went over | “Variations” I8 n ation on one | ymare words to Huneker. Experience
e 0 levee poartlon of it wnas Written these came with terrifl et on | aed atnounced myself. theme—genlus. II"",'. a man—with | wae Groev.  In one of his last letters
hefare Anell nf that year. Ten thon- | myself and the rising generation of| “Nietzsche or Schoperihauer? he | the exception of Victor Hugo—ever 1o me he said happiness was a snarfo—
eand slipe of paper were coversd hy | Americans at o time when we were | thundered at me. That wag hia greet- | glorify in such 'I“""""‘_“"' one thing ' no man could be happy and create, He
the anthar and he compares the slips vine for n Moses to lead us out of Ing snd (he first words he ever spoke | that justifies the existence of man on| wiys Rabelnisian. Helnesgque—and as
8 the. shent 1he Hibi p the house of the slevery of provinein te  me It wag typleal of the man. | the |\'Eft|l_:"|— genlus—nas James Hune- | gentle ns n woman., In n word, the
short phrases were written ward s My health, the weather, what was 1| ker's? Genlus was to him the vesti-| most extroordinary man—with FPoe
AN wariAd s TR S R Although we were both on the same | doing—these were of no consequence. | bule to the temple of the Mansion in| and Whitman—that Amerien has pro-
s PR Renntf, Who W A paper—{he ol morning Qrex—aut the | Hal 1 deserted the "l}ul.:k of Eool - | the Skies The productions of the | duesd, and in hi= feld thelr equal
ot 1 indertook work of ne he became drimatic editor-—#u aster” for “Thus Spake Zarnthustra®? | groat cnmhrm(.-r_--, writers, painters Szuknlski, the sculptor. says that
teciphe 1hese shoots inke eding, 1 belleve, Franklin Fyles That's all he néeded to know at that | poets and -ul-lllt\m:'ﬂ made for him [ eriticism Is a bird and a swo 1. The
anslderine the condition which | we did not meet, He seldom came (o moment 1 do not remember my an- | veritable fairyviand . And with  the | sspiticlam” of Huncker was just that
o w written and ! the we = | the afllee HBut on the appearance of | @wor It eould not have been very  magle of words he '.';Il- :-'.1' his readers g hird and a saword. He flew while
aduated neeerding 1 fr his first Sunday article——an DYAnnun- | enhightening, anyhow, for he shoved | hodily Into that Never-Never Land. | he destroyed. He bullded and raxed
af the weitor, and in v R sl nnid Duse—the Iatter at that time | me into a seat at the table  without | e knew more than a other mnan of | with the same hand. Francls Wilson
was  passing throug) g yppearing In “La Citta Morta” “La | listening ta me, ordered for mo | his time the esoterle meaning r-_f “And | put It beautifully in hin speech over
: f Were mui noved ane on | Glocanda” and other plays of the great  conple of seidels” and took from my [in the heginning wns the Waord” 111‘!1' corpse of Huneker at the Town
"e imntherg crarde with an. | Tallan poet at the Metropolitan Opeta  Inp the hook 1 had with me. Tt was | withent expression there can he na| Fall when he -"|""k"""'r his “construn.
the  Infer: vh House- 1 struok up a correapondence  w collection of essays by Lafoadio | creatlon. The Watd le the ereational | tive  condemnation™ — referring  to
rhed the teend o vl with him Hearn, He glanced at the title, u-vlln-‘r There must alwavs he an An-| Huneker's work as dramatic eritie
ances the vigion o it eanld m “flore |8 the American T have been | Inid it hack In my lap with the com- | nunclation Muric was the Eternal ! Huneker desplred fake. sham, pufl.
he recalled, o new vidian was 4l- | looking for,” 1 sald to myself ‘Heare ! nient |F‘Mllll_\' af Plate made manifest In | camouflage, bYunk—Iin fact he despised
Ay T It ’ ng 1o 1. | i the mian whoe will Iny the House of Hearn—Impresslonist-—fine  style— | gound: poetry was ile cpiphany in | and sativized publicly and privately
fded tm. Man 1 heaats wore | Bmug In ruins—the American  whe [ no stuffing.” |war4|-_ paint Ite eMoresconce in color, | Almaost -\\'nr_\'!h!ng.ihn‘ mnakes up the
at number: i eatre hind to | laye abeut him with a jowelled <]:1h'| fme by one the othera laft, and | ITi= valuationg wers Instantaneons Amerien of te-day. ‘rlul ne man ‘:ﬂ
he tnken to the tn proper order | T think my fiest letter to him hegan Huneker and T were laft alone. We | immediate reactions of his exquisite ot s r;\;d'lnnW'lnhﬂmnnn‘n‘w ";1
tar the der af the whole | with "“Bece Homo!"—at which the Ainrussed, debated and wrangled over | sengihility to eternnls e wap the| An “\Hl""i“"“"‘ some ‘1“‘1":"‘" n art
thar shent - of narts which |braln of Jim  Huneker must hnve | Hearn, Nietzache, Schopenhnuer, Amiel, | nrch enemy of the academic, of the gl M Az g
particular’y app ta hir the | smiled @ grin.  Flix sense of humor| Whitman, Haeckel, Darwin. Swin- platitudinons, of the Eentimental, of Huneker waw not attached to any
vigion o h he handed | wna half of his genius burne, Anatole Franos, TYAnnungie, Fiipstick English I-“"h""-ﬂ- movement or ism. He was
to his nuree neln te Be Then began an intermittent rmrn-lfl'n_\-- nans, Marie Bashkirtseff, Roosa- |  He poasessed that rarest of gifts' Huneker frst, last and all the time.
| '

| talked instead of written, it is what 1
All |
those who work and worry to feed the |

Pennell Tells How Artists’ Ignorance
Held Up Work on Liberty Loan Posters

THE GRAFPHIC ARTS, Modern Men when they had been so made the

and Modern Methods. By Joseph Pen-) originald had to be photographed onto
nell, Ilustrated, niversity of Chi- | | sheets of zine or stone or redrawn on
engo Press, | the zine or stone by a trained ecrafts-

THIE WHISTLER JOURNAL. By E. R

nan in lithography.

and J. Pennell, auttors of the Author- . 2
jmed L or James McN. Whistler, About five of the flve hundred
IMustrated,  Philadelphia: J. B Lip- urtists who made war posters under-
pincott Company stood lithography, and the other four
i - hundred and ninety-five did not. The
HEN the American Academy consequence was that the four hundred
of Arts and Letters elected and ninety-five posters huad to be re-
Joe Pennell a member it drawn, and this not only delayed the

United States Liberty Loans but it
| cost the 'United States Government an
enormous sum of money for unneces-
sary time and labor.

“And every artie:s whose work was

got more arts and letters than usually |
come in one bundle. And as if to dem- |
onstrate the fact the two hooks listed |
above were lssued at about the same !

time. The partnership of Mrs. Pennell copled and redrawn also was disap-
In the second is a happy illustration | !'u:“l‘e']‘] jl--qtcm‘-;t'“.'mhlng. ];?bnut_ the
of a kind of picture-and-text comrade- | -;lr,n‘m‘:;'.' _:::;:;d[ 1.11..1‘5 '::)'f,:i“l: Il:lth"t'
ship which has been not uncommon : o 7 : i

1 1CO design, and the result was that in

in America, to mention only the Blash- | 5% R S o
fielids and Walter and Louise Hale, | o |
Readers of the old Century will re- ]ames McNeil Whistler. |

and lost in character. excepting those

member the armechair travels through of the balf dozen men who did know.

a less known Europe they used to de- o Of cours: it i o pity that so much
light in. with Elizabeth enemics and our friends are going t0 | o { Pennells
ind Joseph. do our art work for us." lwriting

Pheke  twrol booksl He illustrates the shameful result in | cshould be
mingle glowing reminia- |a great crigis of the luck of such train- | m a r r ¢ d
| ing. Ewven the people who consider art | by  scolding
something a’ nation can take or leave | Evan if  his
must see the force of this: | never end-
“Those colored posters that you have | ing inaict -
seen, the war nosters that were issued | ment of our
for Liberty Loans, were nearly every | day were all
one of them—1 think all of them—done | true [t is ir-
in lithography, but they were nearly all | relevant o

Citis: of Eiknts !llf them done by men and women who | at  least e
with & guidance in | did not know anything about lithog- { could get the
vraftsm anship | raphy. And the drawings were most- poison o u i
that should be. of Iy mude not in lithographic chalk but  of his  sys
use to sincere apt- |as watey colors or oil paintings, and | tem by om
#ts of the futnre, good L"”“'I' "I
even if they are Joseph Pennell. |.-;.l“:|1.1.“.- \:il-"l
anly little giants [ L
The lectures that It. But neve
make up  “The mind. _“ i
Graphi ¢ Arts” n_’"' 8 I'III]I or
were delivered at gold f Wl
the Art Institute NG SOFRYE
of Chicago on the the bad tem
Seamman Founda- per,  Just ax
tion. They were we  overlook
"Ly h i &8 slight-

reported in short- [ ot > ! - =l

it . . . . ng of other men when his hero comes
hand, If, thevefore.” explains Mr. et
Pennell, “the book seems to  Dhe | t 5 A

The “Whistler Joirenal” = rich in

every kind of value. It is ne retelling

want, what I have said. what I have

learned, what I believe. Tt i= |of the “Life.” Its very informality
rael P «h talked in slx I(_'Tmrnm the reader. Here is a unique
e g e 5 | word picture of Whistler in 1884:

hours, it has taken s=ixty years to get

every case the drawings were changed |

hear the truth, would rather have you
say what vou thought than get off the
usnal commonplaces. Some years ago,
in Whistler's studlo with Lavery,
Whistler showed them a portrait he
was doing and asked their opinion.
Walton started to gritieise, but Lavery
interrupted, ‘Oh! Mr. Whistler, we
would not wventure to criticise your
work!' Whistler, however, paid no at-
tention to Lavery bhut made Walton
say what he had hegun to say, and
then argued it out with him, just as
any other art'st would have done, We
know for ourselves how little Whistler
Hked the ‘O Sreat Master!' attitude—
the ‘O splendid' O wonderful!"™

There is new matter abont the Rus-
kin row with Whistier. It docsn't seem
very important, This paragraph
throws light on Mrs. Ruskin's final
preference for Mileis:

“Ruskin, Sundys said, treated Lady
Millais when she was Mre. Ruskin
| abominably. He was not brutal, he
never reproved her. But he kept o
diary, and every Monday morning he
had her up bhefors him and read her
a list of all her misdemeanors for
every day In the past week.”

The book ‘s full of good stories
| about all sorts of famous people, Here

comes in the author of “Sartor Re-
sartus':
“He later told the story of Carlyle

and the painting of the portrait more
completely than before—that is, to us.
“There were ladies in Chelsea—well—
Mme. Venturi, who was determined
that T should paint it. [ used to go
often to Mme. Venturi's, I met Mazzini
there, and Mazzind waus most churming.

| Mme. Venturi often visited me, and
one  dny  she brought Carlyle. The
Mothew was there, and Carlyle saw

it and seemed to feel in it o certain fit-
ness of things, ns Mme. Venturi meant
he should. He liked the simplicity of
it, the ald lundy sitting with her hands

n her lup, and he =ald he would be
paintad.  And he cime one morning
soon, and he s2t down, and 1T had the
canvas reqdy and my brushes and
palette. sad Carlyle said: And now,
mon, fire away. That wasn't my iden
of bow work should be done. and
Carlyle realized it, for he added: If

ve're fighting battles or painting pie-
tures, the only thing to do i= to fir
away (me day he told we of others
who had painted his portrait. There
was Mr. Watts, 1« mon of note. And 1
went to his atudio, und there was much

| meestification, and screens were drawn

| round the vasel and curtaine were
| drawn, and T was not allowed to see
|anvthing, And then at last the screens
were put aside and there T was. And
1 locked Mr. Watte, a great mon, he
snid to me: How do vou'like [t7 And
| turned to Mr., Watts, and T sald:
Mon. T wonld have ye know 1 am in
the hobit of wuring clean lunen. But
Curlvle agreed that T had given him
clean linen, and he liked the portraft

he told peopls afterward that he had
been the talking and talking, and
that 1 had just gone on with my wor
and had paid no attention to him what-

over”

BEoth volumes
| tures, 1But the
justifies them.

rull of good

nlone more

e
than

taxt

| * My wruth the trutl
tered. quoting Max 8Stirner.
sublime offrontery of Goethe he took
what he needed from other men and
tossed it in the alembic of his own
sensibility. He was—Illke Remy de

GGourmont—not guilty of the vice of
mediaere writers—of always being sin-

he has ut-

| coyre, He was Latin—and when he felt
ke Iying beautifully he did so. To
him imagination and  vision were
truth—and they were all yve need to
know

The most astonizhing thing about

the work of James Huneker—and that
which makes him vnlque in Amerlea

I= that three-fourths of his greatest
erentive work was published ins the
newspaper=. It s n great tribute to
Tur New Yok Sex, the New York
Pimex and the New York World that
they allowed this great man full and
| ymtrammelled pttorance, Huneker wos

always proud of his newspaper af-
| Miintions. and he always ingisted that
he wae Just a “newspaper man' No
| one could “swell” that perfectly bal-
anced head’

“Variations” is a splendid intro-
duetory volume to the study of the
gixteen other volumes of James Hu-
neker. They all reveal hix polyphonle
and his polychromatic soul, The hnnk
consiats of thirty-four ecasnys on as
widely wvarving subjects as George
Moare and Roosevelt. Here is Hune-
| ker viewed tromi a thousand angles.
| Here 1s Huneker reproducing himself
| ns he soes himeaelf in o thousand mir-
| rore in a thousand Aifferent costumes
| Hold your breath as you go through
this book—touring the un'verse with a
| man who takes all of Hfe in Its ever-
[ 1nsting fecundity and eMorescence for
| Wi theme.

With the lightneas of an intellectoal
Mordkin he capers, flits and piroucttes
from Flanbert 1o Pennell, from alcohol
tn Chopin. from old prints to Hrown-
ing, from sociallem (which he desplaed
nm the triumph of mediserity and vul-
| gnelty) to Faust, from Cosima Wag-

ner to “Potterlsm,” from Caruso to
Buddhn, from Nordan to Jack Hav-
erly.

. Tt you are tired of that deadly bro-
mide called the “American essay™ read
“yariations" and then all the rest of
James Gibbone Huneker--the Ameri-
ean Columbus who Adiscovered Furope

With the |

Needless Fear
Of Fairy Tales |

HERE AND NOW STORY BOOK. By
Lucy Sprague Mmnclell. Experimental
stories written for the children from
2 to 7 years ald of the Cliy and Coun-

try School ot the Bureau of Fiduea-
tlonal  Experiments.  Illustrated by
ll!_'f-n-]l'ill Van Loon. H. P. Dutton &
o,

RS. MITCHELL has largely
succeeded  She has made a
new and beauotiful contriby-

tion to children's hiterature. But that

s only half of her atrtempt. The stories
illustrate a toeory fcllowiny the ]!tiﬂl
of modern psyvchoogy, not that of
past generations of educators. Briefly
the thesls is: Bwild a chiid's stories
around the things of the child's im-
mediate life, which are the only things
he can understand, and so ground him

in realities before taking him Into
the confusing realm of the unknown.

I approached this sceptically. Was
this but another attempt to make
scientists of us all, to make children
hate books by fecding them dull,
didactic reading? Mrs, Mi‘chell has

happily escaped thrse pitfalle by the
catholicity of the suliject matter and
by the charm of the presentation.

To make realitis< more ‘nteresting
than dreams is the task Floyd Dell
| assigned to eduecaticn. Mrs. Mitchell

achieves this, notably in ene of the
storles for six and

seven year olds
“Borls Walks Everv Way In New
York" is as excitlie and adventurous
as "Jack and the Pounstaik'" Borfs,
a little boy from Rovssin, wants to see
grass. No, not just park j'rass, but
lots and lots of gr S0 Boris ex-
plores. He walks west, anl comes to
4 river, He wilks cast, and comes to
a4 river. The next day he sets out
anew. He walks north and comes to

a river, and he walks south and comes

to the end of the land again! Here
there are houts and docks and BEast

River bridges and Hudson River tubes,
and Manhattian 18 #n {sland' And be-
voud the water svrrounding it is the
wide, green country! g

There is the wonder and the joy eof
discovery here, told in an adventuring
gtyle, which takes it out of the class
of informational writing. Any child
would be just as anxious to emulate
Boris he to sail the unknown
sens  lollowing Columbus or to ad
veniure with Stevenson and Pyle,
“The Children's New Dresses” tells
a complicated industrial process ang
interdependent  relationships in  the
#tyle of the earlier cumulative tales
“The Old Lady and the Pig." which
hails from-—Bahylon, is it? “"Hamme:
Haw and Plance™ !s but a smaller and
more  obvious “Rebinson  Crusoe.”
‘“The Little Hen and the Rooater” s »
| valuahle variation of the surviving
| Nursery Hhymes, Rooting  thes:
| storles in the past is not an attemp
to disparage them. Rather It takes
their author out of the class of fad-
diste who are Incapable of eclecticism.

In fact, with Mrs. Mitchell’'s positive
selections there is little quarrel. It i=
with the things she counsels omitting
that 1T would question her Non
| existent things, such as fairies and the
chianges they effect contrary to physi
cal law, are banned because they con-
fuse a child who Is not yet acquainte
with the scientific bases and relation
shipe of his immediate contacts, Mrs.
Mitchell contends, speaking particu
larly of the child under eight. Thia
on page 33,

“1 have never found that six-year-
old children did not readily discrimi-
nate the actval from the Imaginary.”
This on page 325,

The origin of this apparent contra-
diction is really the failure to realize
the double faculty of the child mind
which makes for a love and under-
standing of the mysterious and the
actunl In great detail, and the Imag-

ns T

Fot

inative and literal interpretation of
them. Robert Louls Stevenson tells
thig well in hig essay "“Child's Play.
whieh is also a charming exposition

| of the child's way of thinking througl
| his musecles and hy motion ruther than
| with his mind by thought.

| Beeatge 1 believe that the statemaont
| on page 325 i= cesentinlly sound T am

fmpationt with this overlnuting fear
of the “modernz” of confuslng th-
c¢hild They are always tnlking of

| protecting him, of appenling to the
| “1itle dewr® in storfer written for him
et Mres, Miiehell negating part of
her thesis In thus keeping from the
child harshnesses (bat do come within

| the lves of all of va? Tsn’t she on
couraging romanticlsm  when s
wants to encourage cleay, (ouragrou
thinking? A+e there many children

il-\‘l-ll under seven vho are not andl

| dened and confused by the denth  of

n pet or parent wha are not duped o

| tutlied, whe are not the vietims o
| the ecauses of oconmnic inegqunality?
But lot Mrs Mitchell continue to

write for chikdren; for all hor preocen
pation with s=clence she doos W econ
amore. And in so Tar as she = fote
esting them in n world outside
themeelves she has done we.', Rut she
must nat deny the child fairsland
if for no othes purpose than for com
parison., For there are realitios-—the

of

svidences of evolution, the ecstasie
of love—more wonderful than the
ereations of the sildest and mosl
elastic imaginations If we @ nly have
the courage 16 lears and led learn

EMILY Z. FRIUDKIN.




